The Hiftwieof 

V As they are /haring , the Trmt and'P'einet 
*Trin. Your money. \ fet vpon them.they allrunne away, andFal. 
toin. Viilaines. j flalffe after a blow or two rum away too,lea- 

v, uing the bootie behtnde them. 

Tri». Got with much cafe. Now mei rily to horfe: the theeues 
are fcattered,and pofltft with feare fo ffrongly thar they dare not 
meete each other, each takes his fellow for an officer, away °-ood 
Ned, Falflalffe fweares to death, and lards the leane earth al hec 
walkes along: wcr’t not for laughing 1 fhould pittic him. 

Tonies How the rogue roar'd. ^ Exeunt. 

Enter Hotjpur folus. reading a letter. 

But for mine owne part my Lera , I could be well contented to bee 
there , in respecl of the loue 1 beare your box e . 

He could be contented, why is "henotthen’in the rcfpe<ftofthe 
loue he beares our houfe : hefhewesin this, he loucs his owne 
bai nc better 'then he loucs our houfe.Let me fee foine more. 

7 be purpofe you vndertake is dangerous. 
t Why that’s ccrtaine , f is dangerous to take a cold, to fleepe, to 
crinke,but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of this nettle danger 
we plucke this flower fafetie. ° * 

the purpofe you vndertake v danger cuy the fiends you haue named 
vneert fine .the time itfe/fe vnforted, and your whole plot too light for 
the count erpoyfe offo great an oppoftion, ‘ * * 

Say you fo : fay you fo. I fay vntoyouagnine.youarcafhal- 
low cowardly hinde, and you lye .* what a lackc-braine is this? by 
th? Lord our plot isa good plot, aseuer was laid, ourfriends true 
and conftant.M good plot, good friends, & ful of expeftationsan 
excellent plot, vc ry good friends; what a froflie fpirited ro tue is 
tnis?why,my Lord of Yorke commends the plot,and the Gene- 
ral courfe of the Aflion. Zoundes and I were now by this raf- 
call, I could brainchim with his Ladies fiinne . Is there not my 
t frer* myvncle, and my Life, Lorde Edmund Mortimer, my 
Lord of Yorke, and Owen Glcndower?is there not befides the 
Dowglas? haue I not al their letters to meete me in armes by the 
ninth of the next month, and are they not feme of them fet for- 
ward already? what a pagan rafcall is this, and infidel? Ha, you 
ihalf ee now in very Gncenty offeare and cold heart, will bee to 
the King, and lay open all our proceedings. Q, I could dmidc 
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my feife.& go to buffets, for mooning fuch a difh of skim rnilkje. 
with do honourable an a&ion. Hang him, let him tell flicking, 
we are prepared. I will fetforward to night. Enter his Lady. 
How now Kate, I nluft leaue you within thefe two houres? 

Lady O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banifht woman from my Harries bed? 

Tell me,fweet Lord,wh.,t is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomake, pleafiire, and thy golden fleepe? 

Why do ft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth/ 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh bloud in thy cheekcs? 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee 
To thicke eyde mufing,and cut ft melancholy? 

In thy faint (lumbers, 1 by thee haue watcht, 

And heard thee murmurc tales of yron warres, 

Speake tcarmes of mannage to thy bounding fteedc. 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talkt 
Offallies,and retires,oftrenches, tents, 

Of pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Ofbafi!isks,ofcanon, culuerin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome.and of fouldiers flaine, 

And all the currents of a heddy fight, 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beene fo at warn*. 

And thus hath fo befiird thee in thy fleepe, 

That beds offweat haue flood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreamc, 

And in thy faceftrange motions haue appear d, 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fodaine hade. O what portents are thefe/ 

Some heauy bufineffe hath my Lord in hand, 6, 

And I mud know it, elfe he loucs me not. ^ 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the packet gone? 

Ser. He is, my Lord, an houre agoe. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thofc horfesfrom the fheriffe? 

Ser. One horfe, my Lord, he brought cuen now. 

Hot. W hat horfe?a roane? a crop* eare,is it not? 

Ser. It is, my Lord. 

D H«t. 
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